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Summary:
If Ashley’s soul is tar than Andrew’s soul is rotten. Soft, squishy and disgusting thing that is tearing at the seams. Sometimes he looks at his sister and wonders how does it feel to be so whole, not consisting of two parts trying to tear each other apart?  Ashely is deadly gorgeous in her childish impulsiveness, her infantile behavior, and her constant manipulations that she blindly shoots at him repeating … Andy! Andy! Andy!

She always screams the wrong name, tries to hold on to their past with her hands, digging her nails in the dead half-decayed body of a person that never existed in the first place. Little Leyley doesn’t want to become grown up Ashely and despite 3rd size of her breasts, her head is still empty and whatever Andrew says goes in one ear only to immediately come out from another.

To be honest, Ashley is not that stupid and helpless, but Andrew likes her this way. He likes how much she needs him, how she won’t survive without him in their cruel fucked up world. Yeah, he is a sick fuck, same as her; he becomes hard when he thinks that Ashley is still his little sister who does not think about the consequences.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
If Ashley’s soul is tar than Andrew’s soul is rotten. Soft, squishy and disgusting thing that is tearing at the seams. Sometimes he looks at his sister and wonders how does it feel to be so whole, not consisting of two parts trying to tear each other apart?  Ashely is deadly gorgeous in her childish impulsiveness, her infantile behavior, and her constant manipulations that she blindly shoots at him repeating … Andy! Andy! Andy!

She always screams the wrong name, tries to hold on to their past with her hands, digging her nails in the dead half-decayed body of a person that never existed in the first place. Little Leyley doesn’t want to become grown up Ashely and despite 3rd size of her breasts, her head is still empty and whatever Andrew says goes in one ear only to immediately come out from another.

To be honest, Ashley is not that stupid and helpless, but Andrew likes her this way. He likes how much she needs him, how she won’t survive without him in their cruel fucked up world. Yeah, he is a sick fuck, same as her; he becomes hard when he thinks that Ashley is still his little sister who does not think about the consequences.

His little sister who he wants to fuck in every pose, on every surface of their dingy motel room. His little sister who constantly shows off her perfect long legs, soft plump ass, and fat awesome tits. His little sister who looks at him like he is her whole world. His little sister who kisses him on the cheek with her dry lips and it feels like a burn even week after that. His little sister who hugs him tightly in her sleep, with her hands feeling like an inescapable cage.

 Just like now.

“What do you think about?” her nails are digging into his skin so much that it feels like she wants to tear it off. And he would let her.

After that vision Andrew doesn’t even bother to rent rooms with two beds. His current justification is money and visions; he wants to be close to her if she sees something new of if that demon decides to take her to its dimension. Obviously Ashley doesn’t buy his perfectly rational explanation, and to be honest, Andrew barely does himself. The thing is she doesn’t do anything: she laughs at him, makes fun of him, makes some risky jokes, but that’s it. She never tries to push him on the bed, straddle his hips, and demand what she believes to be rightfully hers.

Being patient never was one of Ashley virtues. Not like she has any at all.

“What do you think I’m thinking about?” Andrew snaps back with a question not even bothering with a witty comeback.

Of course Andrew thinks about her. He thinks about her all the time. He doesn’t even remember a time when he wasn’t thinking about her. He just wishes this piece of information stayed in her stupid little head.

“You’re hard, so it’s probably some stupid whore”, Ashley voice isn’t as jealous as usual, and if Andrew wasn’t so riled up by the endless images of Ashley and Leyley in his head he would have noticed that.   

“You have such a high opinion of thyself, oh, beloved sister of mine”. He says those words in his annoyance and want, forgetting that he is supposed to hold them back.

When Ashley raises her head her eyes are akin to a cat that plays with her prey.

Would she eat him?

Yeah. Definitely. 

“For you, oh brother of mine” she mirrors his tone in perfect mockery, “I can be whatever you want. Also you’ve been fondling my ass for the last ten minutes or so, haven’t you noticed?”

Fuck, fuck, fuck.  Andrew can almost feel how red his cheeks are from shame and arousal when he jerks his palm away. And there it is that imminent feeling of loss when he is not close to her as possible. However Ashley does not do anything, doesn’t push back digging into vulnerable spot, she just smiles at him and in her eyes he can see all the demons of the world dancing on his personal plane of hell.

“Ashley, we are… He was fucking with us. Demon was angry that we tried to cheat, okay? I’ve already told you…”

“If you once again going to find another hussy to replace me I will shoot her, make a soup of her, and then feed it to you”,  it doesn’t even sound like a threat, more like a statement.

And the worst thing is that the only possibility bothering Andrew in this scenario is that he will have to clean the whole mess up.

It would be so much easier if Ashley just did everything like usual: found the place that is the easiest to use to her advantage and kept pushing until she gets the result. It wouldn’t be Andrew’s fault then, just him doing his sister’s bidding. He is a good brother, he could never say “no” to her. Instead they were stuck in the endless loop of teasing and back pedaling.  As if she was waiting…

...For him to make the first step.

Ah, of course.

“You are such a bitch Ashley…”  Andrew hisses in her ear, his hand as if has a mind on its own tugs on her silky hair. Finally. Her. Not someone else’s.

”I can be her too. If you want me too”

Her lips are nothing like in romance novels. They are dry, chipped with a thin taste of blood on them. But he would never trade them for anything else. To hell all those girls with the soft lips covered in chapstick that smell like fruit and taste like wax or those one night stands with their flashy bright colors. He needs her. No one else.

It’s not their first kiss. The first happened when he was thirteen years old after some tears, threats and blackmail. It was awkward, sloppy and lasted about ten seconds only to forever stay in his memory. But it’s the first one since everything has changed, since they were locked in that coffin of an apartment, left to die by everything and everyone they knew. The kiss he longed for since the horrible and wonderful understanding that it’s just her and him against the world.

So Andrew kisses her until it hurts, until there is no air left in his lungs and lets her go, only when Ashly’s nails painfully scratch his wrist. She doesn’t need to be treated tenderly, but she also isn’t going to hold back. It’s strangely refreshing.

When he tears himself from her, Andrew can’t hold back any longer and rolls over so he could just tower over her, look at her in all the ways he used to forbid himself. It feels as if he sees Ashley the first time in his life because she never was this way: hair disheveled pupils wide as if she is high, lips red and swollen. It’s a pity that she is not wearing mascara like in that vision, but this is not their last time. If Andrew fucks her just once he won’t be able to stop, he always knew that.

“Aaaandrew” maybe allowing her to talk was a mistake:  “If you are going to blame me even for this, I’ll kill you and then myself”.

It’s difficult to understand if she’s serious or not when she says staff like this. He is the same, though. However he can hear hurt in her voice for all those times Andy pushed the blame for his misdeeds on her because she had bad ideas. 

But Andy is dead. Andy wouldn’t smoke. Andy wouldn’t eat human flesh. Andy wouldn’t kill a person in cold blood. And he would definitely not fuck Leyley. Ashley.

“I won’t” he is so close to her, he can almost touch her nose with his lips, “promise”.

Maybe he will blame himself but not her. Not this time. Ashley gave him a choice, well as much of a choice as she was able to. Good behavior should be encouraged, yes?

So he raises her t-shirt with one hand to touch her bare soft breast, finally feel the flesh that was haunting dreams, her nipple is hard and firm and when Andrew squeezes it and Ashley moans he realizes that now it’s his favorite sound.   So he circles her clit next, once again making her voice sound like music to his ears and feeling how wet she is even though she is wearing panties. For him. His. His Ashley.

And he bites her this time, not hard enough to bleed yet, but hard enough to make her scream for more and tug his hair. So he bites again, different spot this time. Masochistic little sister for a sadistic brother – match made in hell. Of course, she is loud just like in his dreams that made him feel like a sick bastard. He is a sick bastard, but this doesn’t matter anymore.

All that matters is to become one with her, intertwine their bodies so no one could ever separate them.

He wanted to bite her more, dig in with his teeth in her pale skin, and leave his marks, make her bleed, cover her shoulder with kisses. Andrew loved how his sister despite her cavalier attitude was so inexperienced, having no idea what to do with her hands and in a gesture so similar to his own was tugging on his hair. He adored the pain which only made everything more real unlike his dreams, how vocal she was, moaning his name. He didn’t even care which one, and even if some of their neighbors heard her wanton “brother” they could always deal with it tomorrow. That moment the only things that mattered were Ashley and her body.

After he is done with her breasts, Andrew tears himself away to take a look at the fruit of his labor.

Ashley’s skin was marred with scarlet: bite marks, hickeys, bruises, and blood. It makes him want to take a cleaver or light a cigarette, add the final touches to his masterpiece.  

But this is for another time. Andrew does not doubt that another time is inevitable. Right now he is going to finally fuck the girl who has been performing the starring role in his wet dreams and nightmares. It doesn’t matter that they don’t have any condoms.  He will pull out. Probably.

“Off” he wasn’t sure she heard him at first: her eyes unfocused, her mouth agape, but obediently rises her bottom to take off black panties. Ashley throws them on the floor and Andrew’s boxers follow suit.

He can’t help himself, so he kisses her again. Her gaze is too similar to the way she stared at him when he had killed that warden, when he was trying to choke her, when they were fooling around on their parents’ sofa and he almost kissed her, or when he smeared blood over her face. She looks like a dear in headlights, scared, out of control. This is a complete opposite to her usual bratty behavior.

This time he breaks the kiss because Ashley bites his lower lip.

“Are you going to fuck me or not?” it’s almost cute, the way she tries to take back some control unable to hold herself back. He isn’t even angry about the bite after all, just brushes blood of with the back of his hand before throwing her legs on his shoulders.

And he pushed his cock inside not giving her time to adjust and not giving himself time to change his mind, unable to hold back any longer. There was barely any resistance; she was tight but wet and greedy. Perfect. She has always been perfect for him.

“ It hurts!” she sounds like a spoiled child when she scratches his back, leaving her own mark, payback for the previous performance.

“But you like it.” He doesn’t move, not yet, too busy taking her in, the way she clenches around him, her shining eyes, her flushed cheeks, her ragged breathing. She is the most beautiful thing he has ever seen and she is finally all his.

“Yes.” She snaps back, and starts moving her hips, unable to be still. She is a bit clumsy and has no sense of rhythm, but it’s endearing in its own way, “And you?”

Here it goes, her never ending praise me, praise me pretty please.

“You’re the best fuck of my life” he was never able to express his love without caveats, a small revenge on her for occupying his mind so thoroughly, “I don’t need anyone else but you. Ever.”

“Really?” Ashley echoes back, her eyes are sparkling.

He nods and then finally, on impulse says the words he was trying to forget so much: “I love you. I don’t think I can love anyone but you.”

“You are such a dork, Andrew” her smile and the way she touches his cheeck is surprisingly soft, "I love you too.”

And this is the first time he actually believes her.

They don’t say mush after that. He tries to be slow, tender at least in the beginning but his movement quickly become fast, erratic. He is starved for her and he finally feasts on her flesh the same way she sates her hunger with him. There are all those adjectives that used to describe sex: wet, hot, tight; but they are not very important at the moment. The most important thing is how right it this, for the first time in his life he is complete, whole, not a broken half with the black whole inside him. As if Ashley was made for him: her eyes, her heir, her lips, her tits, her legs, and her cunt. If she never existed he would probably be writing about her in hopes that one day she becomes real. In a sense, she was, but he was also shaped by her in some ways.  And to be honest, he wouldn’t have it any other way.

At some point she scratches his back especially deep and her walls clutch around him so tightly that he almost cums inside barely managing to pool out and cover her stomach and breasts with white drops. It’s a pity he can’t take a photo: his little sister so thoroughly ruined by her own flesh and blood, covered with his marks and sperm, disheveled and high on pleasure. His only regret, surprisingly, is that he didn’t last longer. And maybe that he didn’t fuck her earlier; quarantine could be far more entertaining.

When Ashley comes to her senses she drags them to take a shower despite his protests. It feels too good to cuddle with her when she is like this: warm, soft, and fed with love and attention. She even changes bedsheets, which is funny because they have so much blood on their hands and flesh on their teeth, but she still tries to keep everything neat and tidy.

He is still content when they finally lay in the same bed once again, and being not miserable or indifferent is somewhat new to him, so he starts smoking to process things. Ashley looks a bit anxious, probably waiting for him to freak out. But there is no regret — only happiness, which probably should bother him. It doesn’t, quite the opposite actually.

Ashley is the first to break the silence and when she opens her mouth he is a bit worried. The last thing he needs right now is for her to pull on the invisible and non-existent stings of his morals. The Leyley’s ghost is always haunting him and it stayed even after they crossed the final line.

Fortunately Ashley just wants some attention and is jealous of cigarettes. Because apparently he is allowed only one addiction —  her.

“Your mouth” Ashley says with a hoarse voice, looking at his cigarette, "tastes like ashtray".

“You didn't mind a few moments ago” Andrew hasn't started freaking out yet, which is strange. Just raises his arm when she tries to take away a cigarette, “You're too young for this.”

“But old enough to fuck” she frowns when he doesn't start his whole suffering from complex moral anguish routine, “... Am I better than them?”

If anything Andrew feels calm. Content. There are just two of them, and no one else. He had sex with a girl he has loved his whole life and while it's difficult to say those words aloud it does feel great to finally admit it.

“You're divine. Better than every girl on this planet. You're better than all my fantasies about you. Better than everything.” He means every word he says.

Ashley doesn't frown anymore and her eyes sparkle with a wicked delight.

“Are you gonna tell me about your fantasies? “

Andrew stares at the cigarette in his hand. He thinks about one image in particular: round burns  on the white skin. Eternal marks, she will never get rid of.

“I'll tell you if you are a good girl“

“And if I'm bad? “, in the moonlight her teeth seem especially sharp, as if she is ready to eat him whole, another prey on her list. Andrew doesn't mind. She has already eaten his heart, he fed it to her himself, bit by bit.

Andrew's hand as if it has a will on its own grabs her by a choker and brings her lose enough to breathe out bitter smoke in her face.

“I’ll show you”

Probably after these words Ashly won’t be just bad, she would be abhorrent, but there is nothing new under the sun.

And what about Leyley? She is better off with Andy, buried six feet under all the bodies that Ashley and Andrew will leave on their way to hell.